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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Now that I’ve done it, sold my body to men for sex, I want to do it again.

I’ll probably go back to Anna’s at some point in my life.

But for now, I’m going to do something else.

Something a lot more lucrative.

And exciting.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Present day ~

I’m in a plane flying over the Atlantic Ocean. I left my home a couple of hours ago to fly to Amsterdam where I will spend five days with a man I’ve never met and have sex with him.

For money.

A lot of money.

A lot of sex.

As much as he wants, and he’s already told me via text messages and video calls. He wants a lot of sex.

He’s already paid me $25,000 to go to him. The money was deposited into my bank account yesterday and I’m still amazed. I’ve never had a thousand dollars in my account before and now I have a small fortune. All I have to do is earn it.

With my pussy.

And mouth.

And ass.

“Miss, would you like something to drink?” the flight attendant asks me, startling me. I look at her apologetically, although I have no idea why, and ask for a Coke. I’m too young to drink, but I'm not too young to sell my body to a complete stranger for five days and nights, to do whatever he wants with me. The only limits I asked for were that he wouldn’t film me or share me. Everything else is on the table.

I’m so excited I’m almost vibrating.

“Here you go, miss,” the flight attendant, a middle-aged woman who reminds me of my mom says as she hands me the plastic cup and a can of soda. I take it from her while wondering if she can tell what I’m doing, if it’s obvious to her just by looking at me. I’m dressed conservatively in a modest blouse and skirt. Mike, my client, told me he would take me shopping for new clothes and shoes when I arrived to encourage me to pack light enough that I didn’t have to check a bag. That was kind of a joke as I barely have enough stuff in my carry-on to make it worth carrying on. If I tried, I probably could have put everything I packed in my purse. But I already had the carry-on from my last trip to Europe a couple of months ago, the one that set this whole trip in motion because on that first trip. I spent four days and nights at a brothel in Antwerp, where I fucked 90 guys during fifteen-minute appointments just to see what it was like and if I could do it.

I did it.

Make no mistake about that.

Not only did I do it, but I loved it.

But that’s a whole other story.

~ A few years ago ~

A few years ago, I won’t say how many, I got on birth control, lost my virginity, and decided I hated my mother. Not necessarily in that order, either.

My mother had been pissing me off and driving me nuts for a long time. I was born into a small town and a very religious family which didn’t bother me at first because I didn’t know there could be anything different. When I was growing up, all I knew was what my parents, mostly my mother, told me and she told me nothing about sex except that it was bad and to be avoided at all costs or I’d go to hell for all eternity. Like I said, mine was a very religious family.

The thing about it was, although she never had anything good to say about women who dressed a little sexy (whores, she called them, even before I knew what the word meant) she entered me in my first beauty pageant when I was just seven years old.

I mean, seriously, who does that?

And I won. My very first beauty pageant. I couldn’t believe it.

Unfortunately, I lost my second pageant. Which my mother blamed on me.

At age seven.

I couldn’t believe that, either.

“You didn’t smile at the judges enough,” she screamed at me on the ride home. She’d taken all the credit when I won my first pageant and put all the blame on me when I lost the second. And the third. And the fourth. I came to hate pageants.

And my mother.

Especially when I got older and the world opened up just a bit for me. The world of boys. And sex. And everything.

I knew I couldn’t talk to my mother about any of it but I had to talk to someone, so I asked my best friend’s mom to help me get on birth control because I already had a boyfriend and he was a couple of years older than me and he wanted to fuck me. He didn’t say that but I knew, and I wanted to fuck him, too. But I didn’t want to risk getting pregnant so we used a condom that first time and it was good for me, not great but pretty good. He hated using condoms though so I got Gail’s mom to take me to the clinic two towns over and started on the pill. So my boyfriend could fuck me without a condom.

I loved it.

I fucking loved it.

I loved it so much I broke up with my boyfriend pretty soon after that and me and Gail started going to frat parties at the local college. I got laid a lot and I loved it.

I fucking loved it.

And that’s when I decided I hated my mother.

~ Present day ~

I’m drinking my Coke and trying to calm my nerves so I pull out my phone and start rereading the book about my adventures in Antwerp that a woman I never met wrote about me. I’ve already read it twice but I’m reading again because I can’t believe I did what I did, and I can’t believe someone wrote about it.

Let me back up.

I’ve been active on Reddit for a while, more than a year. I’ve been most interested in a couple of things – Europe, where I want to travel, and women who sell their bodies for sex. So I look at all the subreddits that have anything to do with Europe and prostitution.

Which is where I ran into Paul.

One day a few months ago, he was talking about how he’s been to see over 1500 prostitutes all over Europe where he travels for work but mostly in Antwerp where he lives. He loves visiting brothels that put women in windows where men can look at them and talk to them using an intercom. If a man decides he wants to fuck a particular prostitute, he inserts a credit card in a slot and a door opens. Inside, the prostitute takes him back to her private room where he gets 15 minutes to use her body, with a condom, in any way that they agree to. Mostly, Paul said, a little oral sex is followed vaginal sex, occasionally anal sex but always covered by a condom, and always just 15 minutes.

I was freaking fascinated.

I asked Paul so many questions about how it all worked and he answered every one of my questions until finally, he asked me if I’d like him to introduce me to the madam at his favorite brothel. I thought about it for maybe five seconds before I said yes.

Ever since I was a young girl I felt like I wasn’t getting the whole story about women who had sex for money. My mother called anyone she disapproved of a whore but I wanted to know how it worked and how I could try it. Paul gave me the answers to my questions, including the most important answer of all.

Anna. The woman who owned and operated Paul’s favorite brothel in Antwerp.

I reached out to her via email and at first, she was pretty standoffish. She told me there wasn’t enough time to get me approved (I’d already bought a plane ticket to visit Europe) and a million reasons it wouldn’t work out but I kept at her and she finally decided that an American girl in one of her windows (I would be the first) might be something. She pulled some strings, got me an EU passport and all the necessary paperwork, and booked me.

I spent four nights in one of her windows.

It was glorious.

When I returned to the States, I wrote about my experiences in Anna’s window on Reddit. I got a lot of questions about my time there but one of them came from an author named Lena. She reached out to me via Direct Messaging on Reddit and we had several long chats. Then she wrote a book about my time in Anna’s window, an American girl in the Red Light District.

That’s what I’m reading on my flight to Amsterdam.

On my way to becoming a high-end escort.

I am so freaking excited!
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~ Present day ~

The plane lands at Amsterdam Schiphol International Airport, the same one I flew into for my Window Girl experience and it looks so familiar to me and so foreign at the same time. The signs are all in English so it shouldn’t be all that foreign to me but I’m overwhelmed by everything anyway. The people are mostly speaking Dutch and they don’t look like Americans. I’m about to meet Mike, the guy who flew me over for the next five days and I’m about to lose it, I really am. But I stop at a small coffee shop and collect myself before I go through customs to continue my exploration of sex for hire.

I’m nervous as the customs official looks through my bag, not because I’m carrying anything that could get me in trouble but just because I’m feeling so anxious that he’ll get the wrong idea about me. That I’m so nervous because I’m smuggling drugs or something even though drugs are mostly legal here, as is prostitution so what do I have to worry about? I’m not doing anything wrong. Finally, I’m waived through and look at the huge door from the Customs area into the main terminal and buck myself up to meet Mike.

We’ve been texting or Facetiming almost every other day or so for a month, so I know what he looks like and he knows what I look like. I even have a pretty good sense of who he is as a person because we’ve talked so much in anticipation of this meeting. It’s kind of strange, though, because the decision for me to come see him was made so quickly. We texted for just one evening and then he asked me if I’d come to be his whore for five days and how much that would cost him. I was shocked but so excited when he asked.

But I had no idea what to charge him.

When I was in the window in Anna’s brothel, I charged €50 for 15 minutes, what every prostitute in Antwerp’s red light district charges, probably by law or maybe by convention, I never found out. But I had no flexibility on pricing.

Then when I saw Paul in Amsterdam for an hour in my hotel the night before I flew home from my first European trip, we came to a price of €200 for an hour which seemed perfectly fair and reasonable even though I had no idea if that was true, it just worked for both of us.

But for a five-day visit, and everything that entailed? I was lost. Was €500 a day enough? Was €1000 a day too much? I had no idea.

Luckily, when I told Lena about Mike’s offer via text and how much I was thinking of charging him, she was quick to tell me that what I was considering wasn’t nearly enough.

“You should ask for €25,000,” she texted me bluntly.

I was stunned. But I texted Mike immediately and he said yes.

Both Lena and I were stunned.

“Will he pay you upfront?” she asked, always looking out for me.

“He said he would when he made the offer last night,” I told her.

“Are you going to say yes?”

I thought about it for maybe five seconds. “Yeah, it’s what I want to do.”

And just like that I was booked to fly back to Europe for a five-day sex trip.

I exit the customs area and look around the main terminal at the airport and see a group of four girls looking at their phones and trying to figure out what they’re doing. The girls are all Asian and I don’t understand a word they’re saying but I can tell just by looking at them who’s in charge. One of them is tall, slim, and wearing cool boots, tight shorts, and a crop top. The others are all dressed much more conservatively and looking to the cool one for leadership. I smile to myself because back home, when I’m out with my roommates, I’m that girl.

“Hayley?” a voice calls out from a dozen yards away. I turn from the girls and see Mike. In the flesh for the first time. Well, he’s dressed, I mean. But it’s him, no doubt about it. My heart is pounding in my chest.

“Mike?” I ask in response even though there’s no doubt in my mind. More than anything, I’m thrilled. I knew from our video calls that he was good-looking – insanely fit, with washboard abs, bulging arms and pecs, a full beard that is just so freaking masculine, and a handsome face that can look stern as hell but not all the time. Not on a call, at least.

Now, I’m seeing that face in person and he’s reacting to me just like I’m reacting to him. And he looks pleased. More than pleased, he looks delighted. It’s such a huge relief.

“Come on,” he orders me without being too overbearing but fuck, I just love the way he just takes control. “I’m parked this way.”

I follow him with my bag and purse and even though he doesn’t offer to carry anything I don’t care at all. I’m fine with doing whatever he wants me to do, however he wants me to do it.

“Let’s wait until we get in the car to talk, okay?” he tells me more than he asks me and I nod. He takes my arm and walks me to the parking garage in silence and I calm myself that he’s not pissed or anything. It's just noisy as hell with all the cars and busses and not saying anything makes sense right now.

Once we’re in the car, he focuses on driving and getting out of the garage and paying the fee at the window but soon enough he asks me how my flight was and we banter a bit about stupid shit that I can’t even remember but all I can do is focus on the bulge in his jeans because it is totally obvious to me that he’s got a raging hardon and it must be because I’m what he hoped I would be and how freaking cool is that?

“So,” he says with a smirk as he pulls onto the highway. “I know you’ve been aching to blow me.” He gives me a look and my pussy clenches hard. “So let’s see how good you are, right now.” He turns to look at the highway.

I don’t say a word. I just undo my seat belt, get on my knees, and reach for his belt. I’ve been thinking about this moment for weeks and although I didn’t expect it to happen in a car on a highway I don’t care at all. In fact, this is insanely hot. Dangerous. Almost stupid. And insanely, incredibly hot.

I continue to work at extracting his cock from his pants and even though he showed it to me in a couple of our video calls, in real life it is magnificent in a way that a screen can’t do justice to. Hard. Long. Thick. Perfect. I lean over and lick the tip and taste his precum, it’s salty and a little bitter but not too bad. Even if it was disgusting I wouldn’t care in the least. More than anything, I want to please him. I want him to be happy with me as the whore he paid a small fortune for. I want him to get his money’s worth because I still can’t believe how much money he already paid me to be here, sucking his cock in a car on a highway.

“I want to take you shopping before we go to my place,” he says in an even tone as I suck him. “So, I’m going to cum in your mouth and I want you to swallow it all. Don’t get a drop on my clothes, Hayley.”

I almost cum I’m so excited about the way he orders me to service him. I’ve been dying to get here and begin my next whoring adventure but I had doubts about what it would be like, about what Mike would be like, and now all those doubts are melting away as I suck his perfect cock going 100 kilometers per hour in traffic somewhere in Amsterdam. I imagine other drivers can see what I’m doing and that only makes it hotter. I’m gagging myself on his cock, jamming it hard into the back of my throat as I suck him for all I’m worth.

And I’m worth a small fortune, apparently.

I just have to prove it.

~ A few months ago ~

After I decided to become a prostitute in one of Anna’s windows in Antwerp, but a few weeks before I did it, I sat down alone in my room and wrote down all the reasons I wanted to become a sex worker. I hadn’t told anyone at that point what I was planning to do other than Anna and Paul. I had a vague idea of what it would be like from all the questions they answered for me but my motivation for doing it in the first place still puzzled me a bit. So I did what I usually do and wrote it down.

The biggest reason I wanted to do it was because I love sex. I’ve been sexually active for a while and I’ve never had a bad experience. Oh, I’ve had some less-than-stellar lovers but nothing that would rise to the level of bad. Even when the guy is completely inept or self-centered, or worst of all, both, I can get off in some form or another. I don’t have to orgasm to have fun, even though it’s pretty easy for me to climax, and if I don’t cum while someone is fucking me, I have no problem doing it myself, either right after the guy finishes or hours later when I’m home in bed by myself. Just thinking about what it was like to have a dick in me makes me all hot again and a few deft strokes with my fingers is all I need to finish.

So, a love of sex was first on my list of reasons for going to Anna’s whorehouse. No doubt in my mind about that.

A close second was my fascination with the women who became prostitutes. I never met one, not to my knowledge at least, even though my mother threw the word ‘whore’ around all the time when talking about women she didn’t approve of, behavior she wanted to disparage, or attitudes that struck her as too liberal, which was just about anything that felt good. Some girl at school got in trouble for wearing a revealing top - whore! Some woman divorced her no-account, lazy-assed husband who beat her all the time - whore! Some woman says something a little flirty to my father when my mother can hear  - whore!

It was depressing as hell.

But what I was really curious about was the stigma attached to the women who do sex work. Most of society, from what I can tell, assumes that if a woman is selling her body for sex, she’s either addicted to drugs, under someone’s thumb, or mentally ill. Or all three. It made no sense to me. Didn’t some women just enjoy sex enough to make a career out of it? That appealed to me, the little I knew about it. And when I heard about the money I could make, more than I’d ever made in a month as a waitress in just four days in one of Anna’s windows, that appealed to me bigly.

That was huge.

I was an average student in high school and I was getting nowhere fast in college, taking one class a semester, if that. I didn’t know what I wanted to do in life, but I was pretty sure I didn’t want to get married. Every time I had a boyfriend, I wound up cheating on him and ending the relationship. I didn’t do it intentionally – well, not every time – but I knew that monogamy was not going to come easy for me. I’d gotten used to variety. It is the spice of life, they always say, and the idea of just being with one man for the rest of my life was not appealing to me.

Not at all.

Of course, most people get married to have a family, but that held little to no appeal for me either. I liked kids. My niece and nephew were adorable and I love them to death but I know how much work they are and I don’t know if I have it in me to do that. Not anytime soon, at least. Maybe not ever. I’m just so jaded by my relationship with my mother. What if I felt the same way about my kid as she feels about me? I couldn’t do that to the poor thing. It just wouldn’t be right.

So, if family is not in the cards for me and a husband holds almost no appeal, why not look to sex work? I’d have to move, no doubt about that. I couldn’t live in this town. It would get back to my mom quicker than shit and that would be the end of our relationship, not a totally bad thing in my mind but still. Did I really want to have that hanging over me for the rest of my life with her?

And it would kill my father. I’ve got a much better relationship with my dad than I do with my mom but that’s not saying much. He seemed so beaten down by my mom over the years and it wasn’t getting any better once I was out of their house. If anything, it got worse. He seems like a shell of his former self.

So, I’d have to move, which wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. I love my friends but I make friends easily so it wouldn’t be a problem for me to start fresh, maybe in a cool city or even another country.

Maybe a country like Belgium.

Or, Holland.
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~ Present day ~

“That was fucking amazing, Hayley,” Mike says to me when I finish sucking his cock and swallowing his sperm. Just as he told me, I didn’t spill a drop. I was smiling when I sat up but he surprised me by pulling me to him to kiss me. I didn’t think guys liked to do that after, you know…

“We’ll get you some nice things to wear and then I’ll take you to my house and we’ll fuck, okay?”

“Sounds great to me,” I tell him enthusiastically. More than anything, I want these first few hours together to go well so we can set a good tone for the rest of my visit. At this moment, in my mind, I’ll do whatever he asks me to do. I’m almost vibrating I’m so excited.

“I’ll buy you another suitcase so you can take everything home with you, too.” He’s so impressively decisive that I’m sure my panties are soaked. Part of me is disappointed I have to wait to fuck him but another part of me is thrilled beyond words that he’s going to take me shopping to buy nice clothes, expensive shoes, and maybe some jewelry.

No one has ever bought me jewelry in my life.

He takes me to this old-fashioned store where there are women on staff to assist shoppers by recommending dresses and bringing the right sizes out of the back. I’m sitting with Mike on a loveseat in a private showroom as our personal shopper begins to show us different outfits, mostly dresses, I assume from the displays in the windows and the main showroom.

“No, that’s way too conservative,” Mike tells her when she shows him the first item, a little black cocktail dress that looks good to me but is pretty staid. She looks at him with a knowing smile and takes it away. That she never looked at me at all when she showed the dress and spoke only to Mike makes me deliriously happy. I had no idea having a man shop for me would be even better than having him shop with me, neither of which I’ve ever done before.

“Did you bring any underwear with you?” he asks when we’re alone. I’m sure I blush but he’s not looking at me, thank god. A blushing whore - what a cliche?

“Yeah, of course,” I tell him without hesitation.

He gives me a look. “I don’t want you wearing anything under your clothes while you’re here.” He says it in such an arrogant, commanding tone, I’m almost taken aback. But I’m also overwhelmed by what he’s saying to me. I’m not to wear underwear? Even when we go out? Pretty nervy of him.

And hot as hell.

“Yes, sir,” I whisper and lower my eyes. He just turns toward the door where the saleswoman is carrying another dress for our consideration. For Mike’s consideration. I’m not going to be asked and I’m not going to offer an opinion. I’ll wear whatever he wants me to wear.

“Is this more to your liking?” she asks in a thick Dutch accent. She holds up a red dress that even on a hanger looks as if it’s barely there. The neckline is a deep V-shape and the hem is narrow. I look at Mike and he nods.

“That looks good,” he tells the saleswoman. “Try it on,” he tells me. He doesn’t ask. I don’t expect him to.

I stand up and ask where the dressing room is but Mike says I don’t need one. I should just try it on right there. I look at him for a half-second before I begin removing my skirt and blouse. I glance at the saleswoman and she’s giving me a bit of the stink-eye but she says nothing. The door to the main showroom is closed but not locked so I guess it’s unlikely anyone will barge in on me in the all-together but even if they do, I don’t care. This is sexy and naughty and hot as fucking hell. I love it!

I’m down to my underwear pretty quickly and I slip off my bra and remove my panties without a word from Mike. I’m not wearing any pantyhose or stockings – I didn’t bring any – so I’m completely naked when I reach for the dress. The saleswoman hands it to me and I pull it over my head. The top is so loose that it doesn’t even have a zipper so all I have to do is adjust it and I’m good to go. Except I realize immediately that with nothing on underneath it, I’m going to be flashing my boobs every time I move and my pussy every time I bend over to any extent. I look at Mike and he nods.

“We’ll take it,” he tells the saleswoman, not asking me for any feedback.

I almost orgasm on the spot.

~ Two years ago ~

When I moved out of my parents’ home into the apartment I still share with my friends from high school – June, Cassie, and Maureen – I transformed my wardrobe as quickly as my finances allowed. I made decent tips at the diner where I worked and I was already well-versed in finding bargains online when Temu blew up into a huge deal that I took full advantage of. I ditched most of my old clothes that I’d bought under my mother’s watchful and hyper-judgmental eye, where every inch of exposed skin was examined and usually criticized. Under her supervision, I rarely bought clothes I wanted because even when I bought them with my own money. I had to live under the bane of teenagers everywhere, the old, ‘my house, my rules’ bullshit. The only thing I maintained any control over was my swimsuits because, of course, we didn’t have a pool and my mom never saw me wear them.

Once I was out from under her direct supervision, I didn’t go crazy but I did get a lot more daring. I bought tighter jeans, shorter skirts, and best of all, crop tops that showed off my flat belly and my B-cup boobs to great effect. I bought sexier shoes and even a few pairs of seamed stockings I wore with a garter belt but only for fancy events at the fraternities I visited. Still, I loved the impressions I made with outfits that suited me instead of my super-religious mother.

I went to the gym religiously to work on my body and it paid off. My ass was my most attractive asset – all the boys commented on it – and I loved wearing Lululemon yoga pants to show it off. I didn’t go too crazy because I knew word would get back to my mother eventually, but I knew I was bound to push the limits of what my conservative little hometown would tolerate at every opportunity.

It wasn’t long before the shit hit the fan.

I was visiting my sister to see her babies – I adored my then two-year-old niece and infant nephew – when my mother showed up at her house unexpectedly. I was wearing a crop top and yoga pants, no different than most of my friends wear when they’re just out and about when my mother laced into me.

“Why in the world do you do this to me?” she shouted almost as soon as she saw me. She yelled so loudly she scared the baby and Diane had to rush into the living room to calm the poor thing down – the baby, not my mother. “How can you dress like a whore when you know how it reflects on me?” 

I just glared at her because I knew that arguing was pointless, and I left Diane’s house without saying a word to her, much as I would have loved to. She had been badmouthing everything about me for as long as I could remember, except when I won a beauty pageant which she then took all the credit for.

God, I hated that woman.

Little did she know how prophetic her words would turn out to be just a few years later.

~ Present day ~

Before we’re done shopping, Mike buys me three more dresses, two pairs of sexy, strappy shoes with insanely high heels, and a pair of hoop earrings. He tells me he thinks hoop earrings scream that a woman is a whore and I don’t disagree.

“Are you going to show me off to your friends?” I ask as we approach his car to pile all of the packages in the trunk. “Is that why you bought me those earrings?”

“I like the way they look but yeah,” he says as we climb into the car. We had talked about that very thing on one of our video calls before I arrived in Amsterdam. “I’ve never paid this much for pussy, and I’m going to make sure everyone knows about it.” I remember wondering at the time if he was serious. Now I know.

My pussy clenches so hard at the thought of being shown off as a whore to his friends now that it looks like it’s going to happen. I am so excited.

“Are you hungry?” he asks as he pulls into traffic. I am but I much rather fuck him. He seems to read my mind when I don’t answer. He looks at me and I smile shyly. Now he knows for sure.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I ask just to be polite. Are whores supposed to be polite, I wonder.

“I’m always down to fuck, Hayley,” he almost growls but with a sexy little smile, his eyes on the road. Then he side-eyes me and I blush hard. A blushing whore. Who’d have thought?

We arrive at his place and it’s bigger than I expected. It’s right across from one of Amsterdam’s many canals, three stories tall and so European I have to smile. I saw plenty of places like this when I traveled around after my time at Anna’s brothel in Antwerp but I never saw the interior of one. Mike’s got his decorated with understated, masculine furniture, muted colors, and cool art on the walls. It’s a man’s place, no question and I love it, it’s so sexy. Everything about this man is sexy, from his thick beard to his car to his home. I’m so impressed.

I can’t believe I’m getting paid to fuck this guy.

“This place is amazing, Mike,” I tell him as we bring my new clothes inside. He puts the bags he’s carrying on the table inside the front door and pulls me to him before I can put mine down for a passionate, full-body kiss. I’m impressed, seeing as a few hours ago he came in my mouth. I’m glad he has no issues with that sort of thing.

I love the feel of him, he’s so hard, not just where it counts but all over. His strong arms and rock-hard chest engulf me, but the kiss doesn’t last long, just a peck really, and although I’m disappointed at first, when he drags me toward the couch, I’m thrilled.

“You understand I’m going to take you anytime and anywhere I want, Hayley,” he growls again and I’m just tingling.

“I do,” I say, excited as fuck.

We strip off our clothes and I lie down on the couch and spread my legs. He looks at my pussy as he kneels between my thighs and aims his dick at my hole. I bite my lip and promise myself that no matter how rough he is with me, I’m not going to react. I’ll be whatever he wants me to be.

He leans in and fills me with a dick so hard and thick I’m amazed. I’ve fucked a lot of guys between my private life and my time at the whorehouse and he’s as big and as hard as anything I’ve ever known. He isn’t too rough but he isn’t gentle, either. Forceful is what comes to mind. He fucks me forcefully.

I close my eyes and just enjoy myself. I’m slightly disappointed that he’s not kissing me but it’s fine, I don’t care. I just want to be the best fuck I can be for him, whatever he wants, whatever he needs. Right now, as he looks at me while he hammers my pussy, I feel like we’re off to a great start.

He fucks me relentlessly for several minutes before he finally closes his eyes, swells inside me, and floods my pussy with his seed. We agreed before I left home that we’d exchange STD tests to dispel any need for condoms, and I’m so glad we did. The thing I liked least about the whorehouse was the need for condoms at all times, even for blow jobs. Which wasn’t pleasant.

Now, as he floods my vagina with his sperm, I’m thrilled. It feels so good to be filled to overflowing and if he’s not concerned with me spilling on his couch then I’m not either.

We hold each other and I stroke his back as he breathes deeply before he rises up. He smiles at me and I smile back.

“That was really nice,” I tell him and he nods.

Then he leans down and kisses me deeply as if he’s thanking me. It’s lovely and if that’s all he gives me, a thank-you kiss after sex, I’m fine with that.

More than fine.

I’m ecstatic.
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~ Present day ~

I unpacked the few things I brought with me from home after we had sex on the couch in Mike’s living room and hung my new dresses in the space he made for me in his closet. I made a show of tossing my bras and panties in the wastebasket but he laughed and said I didn’t have to throw them away, just not wear them until I left.

“I’ll be fine without them,” I tell him with a sexy little smirk and he laughs again. I just love making him laugh. I also love making him cum. “Ready to go again?” I add and he nods and smiles.

We climb onto his bed as soon as we’re out of our clothes again and although I try to go down on him, he’s not having it.

“If I’m already hard, I just want to fuck you,” he tells me all serious and stuff. I love it when he’s serious, too.

“Then I’m all yours,” I say as I spread my legs. He pauses to look at my freshly waxed pussy, totally bare, so I add, “I visited my esthetician yesterday.” And it hits me – yesterday, when I was thousands of miles from here, back home with my roommates.

“You have a beautiful cunt,” he almost growls as he leans in and penetrates me. I reach for him and he falls forward into my arms. He still doesn’t kiss me but I still don’t care – whatever he wants is what I want. I hold the back of his head as he once again fucks me hard and fast, and since he just came not long ago, he’s able to hold off his orgasm for a long time.

I, on the other hand, cum twice.

“You don’t have to fake it for my benefit,” he says after my second orgasm. I look at him. I’m almost incoherent but I get all serious myself.

“I never fake an orgasm,” I tell him forcefully. “Never.”

“Okay, noted,” he says with a sexy smile. “I love it when you cum, though. You’re already tight as hell and when you cum, you squeeze the shit out of me.”

“Well, you are huge,” I tell him as he continues to fuck me hard. “You know that, right?”

“I’ve heard that, yeah.”

Suddenly, he pulls out of me and I moan in protest. But he just points at the bed. “Get on your hands and knees,” he orders me.

Fuck. I love that.

“You’re still okay with me fucking your ass, right?” he asks, all polite all of a sudden.

“I was hoping you would,” I tell him as I scramble into position and look back over my shoulder at him.

“You’re so wet, I don’t think I need any lube,” he says as he positions his cock at my asshole. “Is that okay with you?”

“Yeah, just do it,” I tell him and he leans in slowly, carefully, and I moan as he pushes past my sphincter with a satisfying plop. Then he slides home and fills my ass with the biggest cock I’ve ever had up my butt. It feels amazing.

Then he grabs my hair and pulls it just hard enough and I moan again as he fucks my ass, slowly at first but building to a crescendo as he swells inside me and shoots another load deep into my bowels. I’m not a huge fan of anal but this is wonderful. Especially when he collapses on my back and presses my body into the mattress with the weight of him. God, he feels so fucking good!

“I like fucking your ass, Hayley,” he whispers as he pants to recover.

“I love it when you fuck my ass,” I whisper over my shoulder.

“Good.”

Perfect.

That night, we go to dinner alone at a small restaurant around the corner from his home. He’s greeted by name so I can only assume he’s a regular here, which is great but I’m a little nervous. I didn’t even have to ask him to pick out the dress he wanted me to wear because he just showed me. He even picked out my shoes and, of course, I wore my new hoop earrings, too. But as instructed, I didn’t wear any panties or bra and I felt like I might flash someone at any moment as we were walking to our table. When the waiter pulls out my chair for me, I feel like I might rip the fabric of my dress I pull it down so hard to cover my pussy.

I’m pretty sure Mike realizes how embarrassed I was because this cute little smirk curls the corners of his mouth before he asks me, “Everything okay?”

“Sure,” I tell him. Far be it for me to complain.

He leans forward and whispers, “Don’t worry about flashing anyone. With that outfit and those earrings, everyone assumes you’re a whore anyway.”

My face drops. “Really?”

“No, I’m kidding you again,” he says with a smug smile. I smile politely. He’s going to keep me on my toes, that’s for sure. “But you look sexy as hell, so I wouldn’t be surprised if a few people wonder if I’m paying you to be with me.”

“Does that excite you? That people think you’re out with a high-end escort?”

He looks at me for a few seconds before he nods. “Yeah, I guess it does.”

“Good,” I tell him honestly, then I lean close and whisper, “I like being your high-priced whore.”

“It’s a far cry from the time you spent in the windows, isn’t it?” He smirks and I wonder if he’s trying to make me feel bad about what I did. But I decided to give him the benefit of the doubt and assume he’s just stating the obvious.

“It is, but it just proves that I’ve got a lot of stamina, right?” I smile seductively.

He laughs. “Yeah, I suppose so.” He leans in so I mirror him. “You do realize I’m going to try to wear you out, right?”

I feel better. He wasn’t trying to insult me. I should have known and I won’t make that mistake again. “You do realize that’s not going to happen, right?” I raise one eyebrow and he laughs again, just as the waiter approaches our table.

After dinner, Mike takes me to a club. The music is loud and the crowd is into it. We find a table somehow and sit to watch everyone gyrating on the dance floor. After we get drinks and dance to a couple of numbers, Mike gives me a look. I open my eyes wide because it’s so loud I’m sure he wouldn’t hear me if I shouted at him. He just smiles and nods his head, clearly indicating he wants me to follow him. We leave our half-full drinks on the table as I grab my purse and take his hand as he leads me to the back of the club.

To the restrooms.

“You up for this?” he asks and I know immediately what he has in mind. I smile and nod and he keeps hold of my hand as he pushes the door to the men’s room and leads me inside. Two guys are standing at the urinals and another at the sink who gives me a look but says nothing. Mike checks the stalls and when he finds one that’s unoccupied, he leads me inside. I’m so nervous and excited and turned on I’m almost vibrating.

“You ever done this before?” he asks me as he begins to unbuckle his belt. I shake my head. Even if I had I’d tell him he’s the first one to fuck me in the men’s room but it’s true – I’ve never had the guts before. When he opens his pants and his dick is free, he’s already hard. I remember what he told me in his bedroom but I’m dying to get the full men’s room experience so I whisper in his ear that I really want to go down on him because I do. He smiles and steps back so his back is against the door but I’ve got another idea.

“Switch places with me,” I tell him and he gives me a puzzled look. “So my shoes show under the door.” I smile and he laughs. We shuffle around until I’ve got my back to the door and I go to my knees. I look behind me to make sure my new shoes are sticking out when he grabs my hair and spins my face around, then he jams his cock into the back of my throat. I leave my hands at my sides as he face-fucks me forcefully. I’m gagging and drooling on my brand-new dress but I don’t care and neither does Mike. He fucks my face for a few minutes before he pulls out, lifts me up to my feet as if I weigh nothing, and bends me over the toilet. I bend at the waist and brace my hands against the wall as he slides his cock into my dripping pussy and begins to fuck me. He grabs another handful of my hair and it’s not long before I cum.

Loudly.

He keeps fucking me for several minutes until his cock swells in my pussy and he grunts and shoots his load deep inside me. I moan like the whore I am as he spasms and thrusts again and again until he’s spent and quiet.

I’m thrilled.

Absolutely thrilled.

“That was amazing,” I tell him over my shoulder and he nods and smiles as his cock falls out of me. I can already feel his cum dribbling out of me and running down my thighs. “You know I’m going to ruin these expensive shoes you just bought for me, right?”

“I’ll buy you new ones.”
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~ Present day ~

Mike takes me home from the club and although I’m exhausted with jet lag and a full day of excitement, I’m also nervous about us spending our first night together as client and sex worker. I’ve fucked almost a hundred men as a prostitute, including Mike, but this will be my first overnight experience, something I rarely do in my private life. I’ve had a few boyfriends who had their own place and spent the night with them but this feels so different. Mike has made it clear, and I fully consented, that he can have me any way he wants anytime he wants, so I can’t help but wonder just how much he’ll want me after we turn out the lights. Part of me is excited to find out – he’s already fucked me three times and I blew him once in less than twelve hours, and he made it clear at dinner that his goal is to ‘wear me out’, as he put it.

And I’m just as intent on proving to him he won’t.

So even though I can barely keep my eyes open I’m so tired, I’m almost vibrating with excitement, anticipation, and fear of not living up to his expectations. I make a silent promise to myself that I won’t let him down.

Once we’re in his house, we go to his bedroom and even though I wish he would kiss me, he’s already proven he’s not the kissing type. So we strip out of our clothes as if we’re a couple turning in for the night. I go to the bathroom and leave the door open when I use the toilet, just to show him I’ve no issues with him being in the room with me. He joins me in the bathroom to brush his teeth as I finish peeing. I wipe and flush then grab my own toothbrush as he moves to stand at the toilet to relieve himself. I’m thrilled at how easy and natural we feel together. It is exactly what I was hoping for.

When we climb into bed he rolls over to turn off the lamp on the nightstand but I ask him to leave it on. “I really like looking at you,” I tell him in all honesty. He smiles, taking it as the compliment I intended and he leans over me to take me into his arms. I wrap my arms around his neck but don’t pull him to me to kiss him, much as I’d like to. Instead, I ease him onto my body and spread my legs. He reaches down to aim his cock at my cunt for the fourth time today and he fucks me vigorously for a few minutes and it’s wonderful. He’s so big and hard, and he easily brings me to climax twice before he cums deep inside me. After panting and recovering, he lifts himself up and kisses me, another short but passionate kiss that feels more like a way of saying thank you than anything, but he’s a good kisser and if that’s the way he wants to do it, I’m fine with it. More than fine with it.

I turn my back to him and he wraps his thick arms around me and it’s as good a feeling as I could have imagined. I listen for a few seconds until I hear him sleep-breathing behind me before I drift off.

The room is still dark when I awaken to feel Mike’s cock in my vagina again. I’ve never been fucked while I was asleep but I told him he can take me whenever he likes and clearly, that’s what’s happening. He’s fucking me gently from behind as I fully awaken but when I moan and reach back to caress his cheek he takes that as his cue to fuck me harder, not as hard as earlier but with building intensity. He reaches around my body to finger my clit and I gasp and writhe as another orgasm engulfs me. I’m usually quick to climax when making love but Mike really has my number. He keeps fucking me relentlessly right through my orgasm and I’m already a little sore from all the fucking we’ve done but it feels great as his cock saws in and out of my wet pussy until he swells inside me and fills me with his essence one more time. I moan and push my ass into his crotch as he spasms and gasps and finally pants and settles, and we fall asleep again with his cock still buried deep inside my pussy and I smile and drift off to sleep.

The room is still dark when I awaken to feel Mike’s cock swell inside me. He’s either still there from earlier or he entered me again, but I’m still wrapped in his arms and he fucks me until he cums again. I smile to myself in the darkness. This is freaking wonderful, I think as I drift off again. I can do this. I am doing this.

I am a high-priced escort.

The sun is shining through the shades when I feel Mike roll me onto my back so he can fuck me again. I’m smiling as he enters me even though he’s all serious, but he fucks me for several minutes, I cum again and again before he grunts and floods my pussy.

My cunt.

My whore cunt.

Fuck, I love this, I think. I fucking love this.

“Good morning,” he says after he’s given me my thank-you kiss. He pulls out of me and I can feel his semen leaking out of me and ruining the bedding but he has to know that the sheets will need to be changed and he’s not worried about it so I won’t worry about it either.

“Good morning,” I say with a heartfelt smile. “Last night was so much fun.”

He rolls off the bed and stands up, naked and looking so fucking good. He stretches and yawns. “What part of last night?”

“All of it,” I tell him as I slide to the edge of the bed. “Can I clean you?” I ask as I look up and reach for his wilting erection.

“Sure,” he smirks, but he groans so satisfyingly as I take his wet cock in my mouth. I lick and suck him thoroughly before I move down to his balls and lick and clean them. Then I suck one into my mouth and massage it with my tongue. I try to take both of his balls in my mouth but he eases away from me.

“I’m a little sensitive,” he tells me, almost apologetically. “Later, okay?”

I smile seductively. “Any time you like.”

We go into the bathroom and he offers me first use of the toilet, which for some reason just thrills me. I sit as he stands at the sink. I pee noisily, not embarrassed at all and he doesn’t bat an eye and how freaking cool is this, I think to myself again. When I’m empty, I wipe and flush and we switch positions, and I watch him in the mirror as he pees while brushing his teeth again.

“So, today,” he begins after he finishes peeing, spits in the bowl, and flushes it, “I thought I’d take you out for a spin on my boat, just the two of us in the morning.”

“Sounds fantastic,” I tell him, smiling like a little girl on Christmas morning.

“Then this afternoon, we’ll pick up some of my friends and spend the afternoon on the water.”

I nod vigorously. “I brought three of my sexiest bathing suits.” I know from our video calls and texts that he’s looking forward to showing me off to his friends. I’m a little nervous at the prospect but he assured me that I’d be fine. The thing is, I want to be more than fine. I want to knock their socks off.

We shower together and although we don’t fuck in the shower – he said water ruins sex and I agree – we soap each other and it’s delightful. I wash his cock and balls, his back, his ass, and his sexy-as-fuck chest with a goofy smile on my face the whole time. He washes my boobs and ass and cunt and almost makes me cum again until I back away from him, giggling. He’s smiling as we dry each other off and everything just feels so natural with him.

We dress and eat some breakfast in his kitchen before he announces it’s time to go. I lead the way to the front door when he surprises me.

“Hayley,” he says in that tone of his. “I think I’d like you to blow me.”

I turn and look at him. He’s not smiling. I’m tempted to ask but I decide not to say a word. I just walk to where he’s standing, sink to my knees, unbuckle his belt, and get to work. I have no idea if he wants to cum in my mouth seeing as he’s already cum three or four times in the last twelve hours, but his ability to recover has impressed me so I assume he wants me to suck him to completion.

Which I do.

And when he helps me to my feet, he kisses me again, deeply, his way of thanking me.

It’s going to be a great day.
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~ Present day ~

On the drive to the marina where Mike keeps his boat, we talk about our lives a bit, something like how the drive from the airport began. I wonder if he’s going to ask me to give him road head again and I have to admit, I’m a little relieved when he doesn’t. I loved doing it the first time but it’s a little dangerous and I’m okay to not tempt fate again.

“Are you enjoying yourself so far?” he asks at one point.

I nod and smile. “I’m having a great time. You?”

“Yes, absolutely. You know how you’re always a little nervous about meeting someone in person for the first time even though you’ve done a lot of calls and texts?” I nod again. “Well, I was a little concerned that it might not be as easy as it’s been.” He looks at me. “And it’s been great so far, Hayley.”

I’m almost bursting with joy.

We pull into the parking lot at the marina and I’m excited to see his boat in person. He sent me a photo and it looked great but I wonder if the real thing will be disappointing.

It’s not.

“Wow, Mike, this is amazing!” I tell him honestly when we arrive at his slip. The boat is forty feet long and taller than I expected. I know it's got two cabins below deck and I can’t imagine what it cost but Mike seems to be exactly what he portrayed himself as – someone rich enough to pay $25k for pussy. My pussy clenches at the thought. Again.

“Come on,” he says as he leads me aboard. I’m even more impressed by the interior when he takes me for a quick tour. The cabins are small but so well-appointed, with polished wood and brass everywhere, a good-sized bed, and a big screen TV. It’s a place I wouldn’t mind living.

“How far can you go in this?” I ask, not knowing if that’s the right question. “Like, can you go for days and weeks?”

“I’m sure I could but I usually just go out for the day. I’m not a good enough seaman to get too far from land. We’ll be staying in the bay this morning.”

He’s showing me the bridge and the equipment is so impressive – radar, sonar, radios, everything. “This is amazing,” I tell him with wide eyes. He smiles warmly.

“Let’s take her out. I want to fuck you in the sunshine.”

My pussy clenches again. “Mind if I change into my suit?” I ask, holding up my small bag with my stuff in it.

Surprisingly, he shakes his head. “Once we get out of the harbor, I want you naked.”

I almost came.

I mostly watch as Mike does all the work to get us moving and as he starts the engine and it rumbles to life, I’m amazed at how powerful it sounds. I love the water and have been on boats back home but mostly on lakes, never on anything that is seaworthy as this one is. We pull away from the slip and move slowly down to the open water. I’m on the bridge with Mike and it’s a real thrill to watch him navigate the channel markers and the other boats moving around the harbor.

At last, we reach the place where he can gun the engines and he does. The boat leans back as our speed accelerates with the roar of the engines and the sound of the propellors churning up the water behind us. The wind in our faces is brisk and the sun is shining on the water and I’m having so much fun.

After sailing for about half an hour, Mike cuts the engines and gives me a look. “I’m going to drop the anchor. Lose the clothes, Hayley.” I blush hard for some reason as he races down the stairs to the bow but I don’t watch him. I’m busy following orders. By the time he comes back, I’m sitting on one of the seats in the back of the boat, sunning my body and feeling great. He sits next to me and laughs.

“You look good, Hayley,” he says warmly. “Really good.”

“Thanks, I work at it. Not as hard as you do, though.” I’ve been dying to tell him how good he looks, it just never felt like the right time. “Will you be joining me in the all together?”

He shakes his head. “There’s something about being clothed with a woman who is naked, especially here.” He motions at the water and the boats in the distance and I know exactly what he means. It’s a little demeaning and I love it. I have no idea why.

“Do you bring your other whores out on your boat often?” I ask boldly. I’ve been waiting for the right moment to talk about this, too. Mike told me he’s paid for women to stay with him before, but he said I was the first one he flew in from anywhere, never mind all the way from the States. Mostly, he has women spend the weekend with him so I wondered if he wasted time showing them his boat.

I knew I was taking a risk using that word in reference to the women he fucks but he has seemed comfortable with it in our video calls and chats so I decided to just go for it. He told me he plans to show me off to his friends and will tell them just how much I’m costing him, so why not?

“You’re the first whore I’ve ever taken to sea, Hayley,” he says in a serious tone. I wonder if I crossed a line but when he smiles I laugh.

“Good,” I say like a brat. “I’m glad I’m special.”

“You are very special, Hayley.” He stands and faces me as he unbuckles his belt. “Now, suck me and then bend over that railing.”

After spending the morning naked and fucking Mike at his pleasure, I put my bikini on for the trip back to the marina to pick up his friends. He’s told me almost nothing about them and to be honest, I’d rather be surprised. I didn’t want anything to distract us from enjoying our time alone on the water and that’s exactly how it worked out.

When we arrive at Mike’s slip, a small group of men and women are there to greet us. One of the women is a caterer to provide lunch for us and his guests, but the others are a complete surprise to me. I didn’t think he invited couples to come sailing with us, but that’s what he apparently did.

Except, something seems off. The couples seem mismatched. The men are much older than the women – there appears to be an even bigger age gap than there is between Mike and me which is probably close to twenty years. The men, four of them, look as if they’re all in their fifties. The girls, also four of them, all look to be in their mid-twenties. The men are nothing much to look at but at least they’re not fat like most men their age back home. But they are not what I would consider handsome. The women, on the other hand, are gorgeous. And they do not look like they are here to swim or even sunbathe. They look as if they’re dressed for a night of clubbing – fancy shoes, short dresses, hair and makeup done to perfection. I feel like the least attractive woman on the boat, suddenly. Even the caterer is hotter than me after a morning of sex and sun.

“Gentlemen,” Mike says as he makes his way down from the bridge. “So glad you could all make it.” He shakes their hands and air-kisses but doesn’t greet the women by name. Each man introduces the woman he’s with but I promptly forget everyone’s name as I just shake hands and nod at them one by one. We gather in the seating area in the back of the boat while the caterer prepares lunch, which I’m really looking forward to as I’m suddenly starving.

“Mike tells us that he flew you in from America,” one of the men says to me. “That’s something I’ve never even considered.” He didn’t really ask me a question so I just smile and nod and cozy into Mike’s arm which is around my shoulders. The men do all the talking as the women smile and pay polite attention but don’t join in the conversation, which turns to business as lunch is served. The food is delicious and we’re all having a good time when it suddenly dawns on me, maybe because of something that was said and maybe just because it was so obvious that I finally figured it out on my own.

The girls were all prostitutes.

As the afternoon wore on, one of the girls had to use the head, what you call the bathroom on a boat, and I volunteered to go with her. We went below and I asked her where she was from.

“Romania,” she said with a thick accent that surprised me. It was only then that I realized I hadn’t heard a single word from her all afternoon. “We all are,” she added helpfully.

“Did you fly in for this?” I ask, not knowing how else to put it.

She smiles. “No, we live here.” She slips into the head and ends our conversation.

After I use the lavatory and return to the group, everyone’s attention turns to me. I look at Mike with questioning eyes.

“I was just telling Lars what I’m paying for you, Hayley,” he said without any embarrassment. I, on the other hand, turned fifteen shades of red.

“And she’s worth every penny of it,” he adds proudly. The men all nod approvingly, the girls just keep their frozen smiles and I want to crawl back below deck.

“There’s nothing to be ashamed about, Hayley,” Lars says. “It’s quite an accomplishment. And you are not at all what I expected.”

“You expected me?” I’m so confused.

“Mike told us he was flying you in,” another man says. “It’s why we’re here, to meet you.” He doesn’t look at the woman he brought but she does not look happy.

“I told you I wanted to show you off, Hayley,” Mike says to me in a voice loud enough for the caterer to hear. I’m trying to act like it’s all okay with me but I’m struggling a bit. More than a bit.

“I had this idea,” another of the men says in a thick accent, “that American women were all spoiled and full of attitude. You have certainly disproved that, Hayley.” He holds up his drink as if to toast me and the other men join him, including Mike, who is smiling broadly. I guess as long as he’s happy, I should be too.

Why not?
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~ Present day ~

After a full day on the water and in the sun, Mike said we would spend that night at home. I smiled to myself because although everything he said was true, it had been over six hours since he fucked me, the longest stretch by far without him sticking his dick in my pussy. So I knew there was another motivation for staying home.

He proved me right.

As soon as we walk in the door, he takes my hand and almost drags me to the bedroom. we’re out of our clothes in a flash and he passes on me going down on him of course because he’s hard as blue steel as soon as he takes off his pants. I climb onto the bed and he enters me fast and hard.

And he fucks me for a surprisingly long time for someone who has already cum three times today.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I tell him as he pounds me from in front. I’m almost always pretty vocal when I orgasm and I figure there’s no point in holding back with a guy who is paying me so much money to fuck, so I’m practically screaming by the time his gorgeous cock turns me into the writhing, moaning whore I am. He smiles the cutest little smile when I finally calm down a bit but he never stops fucking me.

And soon enough, I’m cumming again.

Thankfully, during my second orgasm, he swells in my pussy and fills my vagina with his cream and once again we hold each other as we come down from the mountaintop and catch our breaths. Just before he rolls off me, he kisses me, hard and deep but too short, always too short. I’m so tempted to ask if he just kisses sex workers as a thank-you because I find it so odd. Whenever I fuck a boyfriend or even a stranger who picked me up in a bar or a fraternity back home, they seem to love kissing me and I mostly love kissing them, too. Before we fuck, while we’re fucking, after we fuck, and not just a quick kiss but long, luxurious kisses because who doesn’t love kissing?

Mike, apparently.

But as much as I want to ask him about his lack of interest in kissing me, I feel like it’s just not my place. This visit, which he paid for, is all about him, not me. If he just wants to kiss me briefly to say thanks, I’ll live with it.

I don’t like it but I’ll live with it.

“Let’s order some food,” he says as he strides to the bathroom. “We can have it delivered.” I follow him into the bathroom and before too long we’re in the shower, soaping each other again and having a good time with it. He’s so much fun, I can’t believe he’s not with someone. So after we dry off and put on robes to wait for the food, I ask him why he doesn’t have someone.

“My choice,” he says simply. “I love my life and I live it exactly the way I want to.”

I nod and watch him. He gives me a look. “What?” he asks at last.

“I heard the same thing from the guy who introduced me to the madam I worked for in Antwerp. I initially reached out to him when he posted on Reddit that he’s been with 1500 prostitutes over the years. He sounded a lot like you.”

“Well, I don’t have near that many notches in my belt.” He looks at me again but then the doorbell rings. “Food’s here.” He grabs his wallet and heads to the front door.

The food is delicious – I’m always surprised when that’s the case in Holland – and we talk about the day and the guys he invited. I sense that I can finally ask him something I’ve been dying to know all day long.

“Were you surprised they brought sex workers with them?”

He shakes his head. “No, not at all. We get together now and then, not always on a boat, but more often than not they’ll bring a girl with them. And she’s always a whore.”

I duck my head and blush. I’m not sure why it is that word affects me like it does, it just does. Especially since that’s what I am now. Especially since that’s what I’m doing right now.

“Did it bother you when I told them what I was paying you, Hayley?” he asks between bites. He doesn’t smirk but it’s close.

“No, not really. You told me you would so…” I shrug. “It didn’t bother me. Why should it?”

“Exactly. I’m paying, so why not?”

“It’s a lot of money,” I tell him nervously. “I appreciate what you said, too. About me being worth it.”

“They were very impressed with you, Hayley. I gained a lot of respect in their eyes.” He smiles at me and I feel like my heart is going to burst in my chest.

“Those girls…” I say without saying more. Then I finish my thought. “They were gorgeous.”

“Romanian girls are very popular here,” he says with a nod. “But they’re a little cold, too.” He looks at me. “Not like you.”

Now I’m sure I’m blushing.

“So, had enough to eat?” he asks with another smirk. I just nod.

“Good. Let’s go up to the bedroom. I’ve got a little surprise for you.”

My pussy clenches hard.

We walk up the stairs without a word passing between us. I have no idea what kind of surprise he’s got in mind but I already feel so safe with him that I’m ready for anything. Well, almost anything. But so far, he’s respected my boundaries about no photos and no sharing.

“Ever been tied up before, Hayley?” he asks when we enter the bedroom.

“Once or twice,” I tell him honestly. I had a boyfriend who tied me up a couple of times before he lost interest. Or I did, I can’t remember which.

“Lie face down on the bed,” he orders me, and I get such a twinge in my belly. I just love it when he orders me around. He’s so arrogant but he does it so well. I discard my robe and climb onto the bed. I’ve lost sight of him when I feel his hand on my wrist. He pulls it back forcefully but not painfully and wraps something around it. It feels like rope but I don’t look back to see.

“Do you do this often?” I ask, mostly just for some reassurance that he knows what he’s doing.

“Yeah, I do,” he tells me. “I know what I’m doing, Hayley. I won’t hurt you.”

When my left wrist is securely wrapped, he ties my right wrist to it as if I’m wearing handcuffs behind my back. Then he lifts my right leg and wraps the rope around my ankle. He ties it to my wrists, bending my knee back but not painfully. When he does the same thing with my left ankle and leg, I’m completely helpless. And so freaking wet!

“All good?” he asks with a tone that tells me he’s concerned but not too awfully much. I turn my head to look at him and just stare. “I need to hear you say it, Hayley.”

“I’m good, Mike,” I whisper, my voice almost catching from my excitement and desire. I’ve been tied up before but never like this. This is amazing.

“So,” he says as he steps in front of me, still fully dressed. “Even though you’ve agreed to do whatever I want with you and that I can fuck you whenever and however I want to,” he goes on as he unbuckles his belt. “There’s something about a helpless woman that just does it for me.” He drops his pants and his dick is hard and beautiful. “You?”

“I like it, too,” I tell him softly. Honestly.

“Open your mouth, Hayley,” he tells me as he steps closer. I do and he inserts his erection, not too forcefully but enough to get my attention. More than anything, I’m struck by just how helpless I am. Usually, when I blow a guy, I’ve got my hands free to use if he gets carried away. I’m at Mike’s mercy, now. I trust him but it’s still a big difference, being this helpless.

He eases into the back of my throat just enough to gag me slightly. I make a noise so he knows he’s there and he backs off. If he keeps taking cues from me, I can sort of control the action. Sort of. But no guarantees.

“Fuck, you have an amazing mouth, Hayley,” he says as he fucks it. “I wonder if all the guys you blew in Antwerp realize just how good you are at sucking cock.”

I’m sure I would be turning red with embarrassment if I wasn’t so focused on breathing and not touching Mike’s cock with my teeth, he’s so big and this position is so awkward. That’s the other thing – I can’t move at all, not to adjust my position, not to turn my head, nothing. He’s got me right where he wants me and it is degrading and sexy as hell all at the same time.

“Part of me want to just jam my cock down your throat and empty my balls directly into your stomach, Hayley,” he almost growls as he ups his tempo as he fucks the back of my throat. “I could do that and then just leave you here, tied up and helpless, until I recovered enough to fuck your whore cunt.” He swells slightly in my mouth and it feels like he’s losing control and will do just that.

Suddenly, he withdraws and I cough and sputter, my neck already sore from the strain of keeping my head up. He takes off his shirt and walks around the bed out of my line of sight. I turn to look for him but he’s just as suddenly pulling me by my hips to the edge of the bed. He lifts my hips and spreads my knees apart, almost to the point of pain but not quite.

“Fuck, that is one of the sweetest little whore cunts I’ve ever seen, Hayley. Even though you fucked all those dicks in Antwerp, you still have a sweet little whore cunt.”

He nudges my vagina with the head of his dick and pulls my hips again, tilting me into another awkward position but there’s nothing I can do. I’m still completely helpless as he enters me, slowly, sensually, so fucking big, so fucking thick.

“Oh, god,” I moan as he fills me up. Then he pulls back and slides in again, a little more forcefully, a little deeper, all the way to my cervix. I can’t angle my hips to change the way he penetrates me and I’m almost overcome with the feeling of being nothing but a hole for him.

And I fucking love it!

“Fucking hell, Hayley,” he almost snarls. “Fucking hell.” He’s upping his tempo again and I feel him swelling inside me just like he did in my mouth. He keeps battering my pussy and I cum, clenching hard as I scream with unexpected intensity. I’ve never cum so hard in my life. He thrusts hard into me and floods me with his seed. He grunts and spasms but I can’t move, I can’t do anything, I just lie there and take it, which is fine, it’s what he wanted and he’s getting exactly what he wanted, a helpless whore who let him tie her up so he could use her like the fucktoy I am for him.

Finally, he exhales and stops thrusting into me. I collapse on the bed to the extent I can, which is mostly just lying on my cheek as we both catch our breaths. After a long moment, he withdraws from my pussy and I feel his cum leaking out of me. I don’t move a muscle as I listen to him come around the bed again. I know he’s standing over me but I’m spent, too tired to move.

He grabs my hair and lifts my head to look at him.

“Clean me off, Hayley,” he whispers as he sticks his wet dick into my mouth. I clean him as best I can and the sheer degradation of it all astounds me. If he was looking to degrade me, he succeeded. If he wanted to dominate me, he succeeded. If he wanted to thrill me, oh my god did he do that.

But if he wanted me to ask him to back off, he failed. He said he wanted to wear me out, maybe to exceed my limits, even break me, but he hasn’t done that. Not even close. As I suck his wet, slimy cock, I look up at him as he looks down at me. And I see what I wanted to see, a recognition that he hasn’t broken me, or even pushed my limits, or worn me out. And I see that in his eyes. I’ve earned his respect. I’ve pleased him.

I’m the whore he wanted me to be.
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~ Present day ~

The next few days feel like more of the same but also different if that makes any sense. We went back to the club one night and Mike fucked me in the men’s room again. He took me shopping again and bought me a beautiful necklace that went great with my hoop earrings which I never take off. We went to a few cool shops, restaurants, and bars, all of which scratched my itch to see new things and meet new people.

But more than anything, we fucked.

A lot.

Mike fucked me whenever we got home, usually on his couch but sometimes up in his bedroom. He fucked me multiple times a night and first thing every morning. He had me go down on him in an alley, in his car again, and in the dressing room of a men’s store. My pussy was sore but it felt great too because I was earning my exorbitant fee and Mike never seemed happier than when I was having sex with him.

We had such a great time with each other, too. He’s kind and funny, easy to get along with but demanding when he wants something. He verges on arrogant occasionally but I don’t care, I really don’t. What man doesn’t get a little full of himself sometimes? And Mike is successful enough to afford a great house, a beautiful boat, a nice car, and a $25,000 escort for the week. All in all, he’s got a right to be a little arrogant once in a while in my estimation.

On my last night in Amsterdam, we went to dinner with a couple of his friends from the first day on the boat.

Now that was interesting.

We get to the restaurant and his friends, Lars and Henrick, are already seated at a table in the back corner. I hadn’t been to the restaurant before and it looked really nice, with white tablecloths and expensive wine, cool decor, subdued lighting, and wait staff in suits. Dinner was great and the Mike’s friends made a point of complimenting me on my appearance, my cheerful disposition, and my willingness to fly across the world to fuck a man I never met. Which is exactly how they put it, surprising me a bit. Up to that point, they hadn’t mentioned why I was here at all.

Until they did.

“She’s got to be fantastic in bed,” Lars says to Mike with a smirk, suddenly talking about me as if I wasn’t sitting right there. It felt so disrespectful and so hot at the same time. “That young body, those full lips, all that hair.”

“No hair on her pussy, I’ll wager,” Henrick says with a laugh. “I hear all American girls like to shave it all away.”

“You got that right,” Mike says, joining in. I’m sure I turned fifteen shades of red but I said nothing. I just sit there.

“No holes barred, I assume?” Lars asks Mike with another smirk. Then he glances at me. I am mortified.

“There are no limits,” Mike says. I give him a sharp look. “Well, actually there are a couple of limits. No pics and no sharing.”

The men groan. “That’s a pity,” Henrick says as he leers at me. I’m still quiet but I stare right back at him, not smiling but not making a disapproving face, much as I want to.

“It’s fine, I don’t have any complaints,” Mike says as he looks at them and avoids my eyes. “She’s unbelievable in bed. Always down to fuck, cums at the drop of a hat, and could suck a golf ball through a garden hose, as they say back home in Canada.”

The men laugh.

I don’t.

“You sound like you’re giving her an unqualified endorsement, Mike,” Lars says. “We’ll have to reconsider our options.”

I look at them. Are they thinking of flying me over to fuck them? I haven’t even left and I might be coming back? My pussy clenches.

“But no sharing,” Henrick says wistfully. “Pity.”

“Well,” Mike says with a look my way. “I can’t share her but…” He keeps his eyes locked with mine.

“What?” Lars asks.

“Hayley,” Mike says slowly in a low tone. Forcefully. “Why don’t you slip under the table and…” He doesn’t finish the sentence. He doesn’t have to.

I just smile and dab the corners of my mouth with my napkin, then I place it on the table and look around to make sure no one is looking at our table. The server and the busboy are nowhere to be seen, so slide down until I’m under the tablecloth and crawl to where Mike is sitting. Thankfully, the floor feels clean. I reach for his belt in the relative darkness and unbuckle it as he slides his hips forward and lifts them to allow me to liberate his erection. I take it in my mouth and work his shaft with my hand as I suck him for all I’m worth.

Until I see the server's shoes at the edge of the table under the tablecloth. I keep sucking but more gently as the server says something I can’t really make out, my ears are ringing with nerves and excitement. I can’t believe I’m doing this but it is so freaking hot. My pussy is dripping and of course, I’m not wearing any panties.

When the server walks away, I go back to work with enthusiasm. Mike is obviously thrilled because he never orgasms quickly but tonight, with me sucking him in front of his friends, even though they can’t see me do it, he quickly swells in my mouth and climaxes. I suck him dry and swallow. I let him deal with tucking himself back into his pants as I make my way back to my seat and peek out from under the tablecloth, then I sit in my spot and smile demurely. I pick up the napkin again, dab the corners of my mouth, and smile at each of the men I’m sitting with, one after the other but ending with Mike.

He looks pleased with me.

Which is exactly how I feel.

The next morning, after Mike fucks me in his bed and then I suck him just before we leave his house, we climb into his car for my trip back home. I’m sorry to leave. I hope he’s sorry to see me go but he’s quiet for most of the drive.

As the airport comes into view, he turns to look at me. I smile and raise my eyebrows.

“What?” I finally ask.

“When you first told me how much it would cost me to fuck you for five days, Hayley, I have to admit I was skeptical. I’ve never spent that much money on pussy before but you were worth every penny.”

I’m sure I blushed hard. “Thank you,” I whisper.

“It’s true.” He pulls into the airport and his attention turns to navigating the traffic so he’s distracted and I use the opportunity to stare at his crotch. I’m close to catching feeling for him but I’m almost certain I’ve fallen in love with his dick.

I’m going to miss both of them.

We walk to the terminal in silence and when I’m standing at the point he can’t come with me, he takes me into his arms and kisses me, fully and passionately, the first time a kiss without sex first. It’s almost overwhelming.

“Call me when you land,” he tells me as he walks away.

“I will.” I wave and he disappears around a corner.

My adventure as a high-end escort has come to an end. I smile.

Or maybe it’s just beginning…
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~ Present day ~

I get to my gate without a hassle and sit to wait for departure. I call Anna to let her know my visit with Mike has come to an end. I’ve been texting her every day, with his knowledge, to let her know I was okay just as a precaution. I didn’t think anything would happen but it was comforting to know she was keeping track of me just the same.

“Hi, Anna,” I say when she answers her phone. “It’s Hayley.”

“Hayley, my love,” she shouts in her thick accent. “All good with your client?”

“All good,” I tell her with a huge smile. “I couldn’t have done it without you, so thank you.”

She almost snorts, and then she laughs. “My sweet Hayley. You are one of the best sex workers I know. And so young. You will do big things if you stay with it.”

I thank her again and end the call. I know she wanted me to come to her place again in Antwerp and do a shift or three in one of her windows. She has told me more than once how many of my clients are still asking when I’ll be back to fuck them. I’m not sure that’s how they put it but that’s how I think of it. They all want another shot at my American pussy.

I text my roommate that I’m at the airport so she knows to pick me up in a few hours and I text Lena, my author friend as well. She asked me to let her know when I was safely on my way home, so I did. It’s so nice to have people who care about me.

With nothing more to do, I think about my week with Mike. It could not have gone any better than it did, I’m convinced. He wanted full use of my body and he got it. I never once turned him down for anything and he protected me and didn’t ask me to fuck any of his friends, although I have a sneaking suspicion they asked him on the side. But even if they did, he never mentioned it.

Which makes me wonder what I would have done if he had asked me to fuck Lars or Henrick, or both of them. I’m glad he didn’t but I can’t help but wonder what it would have been like and how I would have reacted if he had asked. I was so caught up in doing whatever he asked of me, I’m pretty sure I would have said yes. I would have been disappointed that he didn’t uphold his end of our deal, but I would have fucked his friends. I’m almost sure of that.

The thought of it makes my pussy twinge. I’m already so sore just from fucking Mike that the thought of fucking two more guys is almost too much. Almost. I imagine what it would have been like and my pussy almost yells at me. A girl can only do so much fucking, I say to myself with a smile. Even though I fucked 90 guys in just four days at Anna’s three months ago, that was just so different. Much shorter fucks, for one thing. All covered, too. No one came in my pussy. Not once, even though several guys asked if they could.

With Mike, I was drenched in his cum. I feel him leaking out of me as I sit in the airport from our last fuck this morning. I’m wearing panties again, thank god, or I’m sure I’d be leaking all over my skirt and the seat. That man really produces a lot of sperm! I know that for a fact.

I try to figure out how many times he fucked my pussy, how many times he came in my mouth, and how many times he fucked and came in my ass but it’s too many to count. I know Lena is going to ask and I’ll just have to tell her that I don’t know. She’ll understand. She was an escort once, herself.

My roommates will be curious as well. They were shocked but not too much so when I told them about Anna’s place and all the men I fucked there. I didn’t tell them about that trip until after the fact but this one they knew about in advance, so I’m sure they’ll have a million questions. And I can’t wait to show them all the new clothes and jewelry Mike bought me. I know they’ll be so jealous. I can hardly wait.

Unlike the flight to Amsterdam, I get a lot of sleep on the flight back home. I’m more exhausted than I realized from not having any uninterrupted sleep for four nights what with Mike waking me up to fuck every few hours. I’m not complaining – I loved it, in fact – but I sleep right through the meal service and awaken when the plane is already descending for its final approach. I feel a little groggy but the excitement of seeing my friends again almost overwhelms me.

“Morning, sleepy head,” the guy next to me says cheerfully. He’s at least twenty years older than me but I can tell in a second that he’s going to hit on me. I smile and nod but don’t say anything while I think about how different I feel about what I know is coming. All my adult life, I’ve been hit on by men, regardless of their age. Men as old as my grandfather have taken their shot. This guy is not much older than Mike but he’s not even close to appealing to me. He’s balding, overweight, and a little too eager. A couple of months ago, I wouldn’t have thought twice about shutting him down hard.

But now, after my time in Anna’s window, my hour with Paul in my hotel room, and my week with Mike, I’m thinking about this guy in a completely different way.

As a potential client.

Nothing about him says that he’d be interested in paying me for sex. He’s obviously not rich, based on what he’s wearing. He looks like he buys his clothes at TJ-Max or maybe Costco. He’s definitely not the kind of guy who can afford a high-end escort.

Like me.

“Coming home or visiting?” he asks, an innocent question on its face but I know his ulterior motives – he’s dying to get into my pants. They all are.

“Going home,” I tell him but I brace myself as now I’ve opened the door a crack to more questions. I smile but it’s one of those smiles that, if he was paying close attention – which he clearly is not – he’d realize that I’m done talking to him.

But he’s clueless.

Which is fine. I’m used to clueless guys taking their shots.

“Where abouts are you from?” he probes and I wonder if now is the time and the place to blow him out of the water by blowing his mind.

Why not?

“I’m from a small town out in the sticks but can I share something with you?” He leans in eagerly. “I’m just getting back from spending five days in Amsterdam with a guy I never met. He flew me over to have sex with him, which I did, repeatedly, for which he paid me $25,000.”

The look on Costco Guy’s face is priceless.

Confused.

Stunned.

Intrigued.

“So, my point is,” I continue. “Is that unless you can pay me $500 an hour, you don’t have a prayer of fucking me.” I smile softly, sweetly.

“Uh, okay,” he says gamely. I can see him doing the math in his head. And it occurs to me that I may have made a huge mistake. I may have underestimated Costco Guy.

So I pivot.

“But to be perfectly honest with you,” I lean close and whisper. “My pussy is so sore, that I’m afraid I’ll have to ask for $1000 an hour.” I smile again and turn away from him.

He doesn’t take me up on my offer.

Thank god.

All three of my roommates greet me at the baggage claim area. We all squeal and jump around hugging each other as soon as they can get their arms around me.

I’m so touched.

“How was it?” June asks.

“How was he?” Cassie asks.

“How are you?” Maureen asks.

All at once.

“Let me get my bag and we’ll talk in the car,” I tell them.

“You’re okay, though, right?” Maureen insists. I nod and smile.

“I just don’t want to talk about it out here in the open,” I tell her just as I see Costco Guy walking up to the baggage carousel. I smile at him and he smiles back. He looks a little dazed, though. Who can blame him?

I grab my new bag, the one Mike bought for me to bring my new clothes home, and we walk to the parking garage with everyone talking at once, if feels like. Once we’re in the car and on the road, the questions come in rapid fire. I answer them as best I can and they smile and laugh, just as I thought they would but it’s such a huge relief to not be judged. I’ve been judged my whole life for a lot less than what I just did and it’s only now that I realize how nervous I was about it.

“So, what’s next, Hayley?” June asks as the questions about what happened in Amsterdam wind down. “You gonna hang out some sort of shingle or something, “Blow jobs and pussy, all you want.” She laughs and we all laugh with her. “Seriously, though, girlfriend. Are you gonna pack up and leave us?”

I sigh. “I’ve had one client so far, June. That’s hardly enough to throw caution to the wind and pack my shit.”

“Caution?” Cassie asks sarcastically. “Where you been hiding all this caution, bitch?” She’s in the back seat behind June who’s driving and I turn to look at her. “I’m just saying.”

“Well, be nice,” Maureen scolds her. “Give her a hot minute to relax, okay?”

“No, I get it. It wasn’t without it’s risks, for sure. But it all worked out in the long run.”

“Have you heard from him since you left?” June asks.

I shake my head, which of course she can’t see since she’s driving. “No, I haven’t but it’s only been a few hours.”

“Hey, there were no strings attached, right?” Cassie asks. “That’s why they pay whores, am I right?”

“Cassie!” both Maureen and June yell. “What the fuck, girl?”

“No, I remember some rich dude saying, I don’t pay them for sex, I pay them to leave.” She huffs. “Words to live by, you ask me.”

“Well, nobody asked you,” Maureen says under her breath.

“It’s fine, I know what she meant,” I tell them. “And I don’t feel like he had any feelings for me at all, which when you think about it, that made things a lot easier.”

June side-eyes me. “You sure?”

I laugh. “I’m sure.”

I pull my phone out of my purse and check Reddit to see if Mike has messaged me.

He hasn’t.

But Lena, my author friend has.
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~ Present day ~

Sep 23

Lena 7:36 AM

You know I want to hear from you and how it's going, right? lol

Hayley 2:44 PM

It's been incredible! I'll have so much to share when I get home ☺️

Lena 3:06 PM

Cool! I can wait but I can't wait! lol

Sep 26

Lena 7:47 AM

Please let me know when you're homeward bound

Yesterday

Hayley 6:31 AM

I'm homeward-bound

Lena 6:52 AM

Yay! I'm so relieved and thrilled! Let me know when I can ask you a question or two.

Today

Hayley 5:42 AM

I am home and still a bit exhausted but am up for a question or two :)

Lena 7:08 AM

Understood. First off, welcome back! So glad you're home.

And the most important question for me is, are you $25,000 richer?

Hayley 8:40 AM

I am!!!

i have never had this much $$ in my account ever

Lena 8:41 AM

Wow! Congrats! I’m so happy for you!

Hayley 8:41 AM

thanks!

Lena 8:41 AM

What was he like?

Hayley 8:42 AM

he was amazing. SO strong! And so assertive and confident. I really enjoyed every moment with him

Lena 8:42 AM

That’s great!

Lots of good sex?

Hayley 8:43 AM

omg yes

we did it so many places

Lena 8:43 AM

Can you give me some deets?

Hayley 8:44 AM

well we spent one whole day on his boat. he took me to some really nice clubs and showed me off every chance he got

Lena 8:44 AM

Buy you clothes?

Hayley 8:45 AM

he has some very rich friends who are now following my insta

OMG yes

first thing he did after i got settled was take me shopping

he has great taste

Lena 8:46 AM

Did his friends know he was paying you?

Hayley 8:46 AM

yes

he was not shy at all about that

Lena 8:46 AM

Wow!

So you have some potential clients?

Hayley 8:47 AM

He was like 'I paid this much $$ for this, I am gonna let everyone know'

I think so yeah

Lena 8:47 AM

That’s incredible!

Hayley 8:48 AM

such a totally different experience than the windows

Lena 8:48 AM

I’ll bet. More fun

How many times per day did he fuck you?

Hayley 8:49 AM

wow, a lot, like maybe six or eight on average?

Lena 8:50 AM

Lots of blow jobs too?

Hayley 8:50 AM

yes

i may have fallen in love w his cock

Lena 8:50 AM

Cool!

Think he’ll bring you back?

Hayley 8:51 AM

well he seemed VERY happy with me

Lena 8:51 AM

That is so fantastic!

Hayley 8:52 AM

like at first he was like 'i have never spent this much $$ on pussy' but by the end he was like 'worth every penny'

Lena 8:52 AM

I’m so happy for you!

Hayley 8:53 AM

he hasnt been in amsterdam a terribly long time so he was definitely trying to make like points w these other rich guys

Lena 8:53 AM

Sounds like he did

Hayley 8:53 AM

he is orig from canada

Lena 8:54 AM

So no language barrier

Hayley 8:54 AM

nope!!!!

Lena8:55 AM

And you two really hit it off

Hayley 8:56 AM

yes we got along great

i did everything he wanted me to

and he never let anything happen to me

Lena 8:58 AM

Tell me about him as a lover. Gentle? Considerate? Forceful?

Hayley 8:58 AM

Forceful

Lena 8:58 AM

You like that, right?

Hayley 8:58 AM

i do

i am still sore

but it's such a good sore

Lena 8:58 AM

Did you cum a lot?

Hayley 8:59 AM

i did

Lena 8:59 AM

Anal?

Hayley 8:59 AM

yes

Lena 9:00 AM

Was he romantic? Like, lots of kissing?

Hayley 9:00 AM

no, he did kiss me after, like his way of saying 'thank you'

Lena9:01 AM

Public sex?

Hayley 9:01 AM

yes

Lena 9:01 AM

How soon after he picked you up at the airport did he fuck you?

Hayley 9:02 AM

he had me blow him on the drive but we didnt fuck till after we got back from shopping

Lena 9:02 AM

Oh, that's so naughty!

Which day did you spend on the boat?

Hayley 9:03 AM

tuesday

Lena 9:04 AM

Were you alone, just the two of you?

Hayley 9:04 AM

we were for the first part of the day. then we went and picked up some of his friends

Lena 9:04 AM

All men?

Hayley 9:05 AM

a couple of them had girls with them

Lena 9:05 AM

Did the girls know you're a whore?

Hayley 9:05 AM

yes

Lena 9:05 AM

Were they whores?

Hayley 9:05 AM

they were, too

Lena 9:05 AM

Oh, cool! Locals?

Hayley 9:05 AM

no

eastern europe girls

Lena 9:06 AM

Everyone flies in there whores?

Wow!

I never would have thought

Hayley 9:06 AM

they were really pretty

Lena 9:06 AM

Did you talk to them much?

Hayley 9:06 AM

idk that they were 'flown in' and no i didn't really

just a little

Lena 9:07 AM

Too bad. You could have swapped whore stories.

Did anyone know about your window experience besides Mike?

Hayley 9:07 AM

if they did I wasn't aware

Lena 9:08 AM

So, Mike is pretty rich, right?

Hayley 9:08 AM

yeah

Lena9:08 AM

Any idea how he made his money?

Hayley 9:09 AM

hes doin pretty well. I think some kind of investing, it was all way over my head

Lena 9:09 AM

Is he retired do you think?

Hayley 9:09 AM

no

but he clearly doesnt have to work very hard now

Lena 9:10 AM

Did he or you start to catch feelings?

Or did you both keep it professional?

Hayley 9:11 AM

he didn't. I could feel myself starting to, if i had been there much longer i might have

Lena 9:11 AM

Bottom line though, you like being a high-end escort, right?

Hayley 9:12 AM

omg yes

so much

Lena 9:12 AM

Did you lean into it? Like, play it up, how sexy and available you were for him?

Hayley 9:12 AM

i did!!!

Lena 9:12 AM

That sounds like so much fun, ngl!

Hayley 9:12 AM

i was anything he wanted me to be

Lena 9:13 AM

Can you give me an example of that?

Hayley 9:14 AM

one day when we were in his bedroom he wanted to cuff me and hogtie me and i had no problems with that at all

Lena 9:14 AM

Fun!

Did you enjoy being tied up?

Hayley 9:14 AM

yes

Lena 9:15 AM

First time?

Hayley 9:15 AM

no but, first time this intense

Lena 9:15 AM

Did he do it again after that?

Hayley 9:15 AM

yes one more time

Lena9:15 AM

Tell me about the public sex.

Hayley 9:16 AM

well there was the boat, there was the clubs - he took me into the bathroom a couple of times...

Lena 9:16 AM

Men's room? Lock the stall?

Hayley 9:17 AM

he had me suck him under the table once in one of the clubs

he didnt lock it

Lena 9:19 AM

Wow, cool! Did you feel dirty?

Hayley 9:22 AM

its funny, I thought I would but I really didnt

Lena 9:23 AM

You were into it!

I love that!

By the last day were you ready to leave or wishing you were staying longer?

Hayley 9:24 AM

you know, i wasnt really ready to leave at all, was having such a great time

Lena 9:24 AM

It sounds like it.

Hayley 9:25 AM

i am really hoping to get more opportunities like this!!

Lena 9:25 AM

With him and his friends?

Hayley 9:25 AM

his friends seemed so impressed with me

Lena 9:25 AM

Or anybody?

Hayley 9:25 AM

anybody really

Lena9:25 AM

It sounds like you found your calling.

Call girl.

Hayley 9:25 AM

they were impressed with me which made them impressed with him, and that made him happier than anything else

like he told me at the end, 'These guys have respect for me now'

Lena 9:26 AM

Do you think he was trying to impress them for business reasons?

Or was it just a guy thing?"

Hayley 9:26 AM

business and social status

Lena 9:27 AM

And you didn't disappoint. That is so freaking cool!

Have you processed it all yet?

Hayley 9:27 AM

still processing

Lena 9:27 AM

$25k in the bank, a new career?

Hayley 9:27 AM

your questions are helping

Lena 9:27 AM

I'm honored.

Did you finish reading the book?

Hayley 9:29 AM

i did! i read it two or three times on the flight over

Lena 9:29 AM

All good?

Hayley 9:30 AM

omg yes

Lena 9:30 AM

That's great! I always worry when I'm trying to write someone's actual experiences, even fictionalized.

I've been holding off starting the second book until we chatted.

Hayley 9:31 AM

like he made it clear that i was a $25,000 sex toy and i was totally ok w that

Lena 9:32 AM

Oh, great detail.

Do you just love being a sex toy?

Hayley 9:32 AM

i did this week

Lena 9:32 AM

Are you like, "I can't believe I'm getting paid to do this!?

Hayley 9:32 AM

i loved being dressed up and shown off. yeah

Lena 9:33 AM

It's every girl's dream!

Hayley 9:33 AM

it's mine!

Lena 9:33 AM

I can see you smiling all week!

Hayley 9:34 AM

He was smiling a lot. I could tell even on our video calls he was a bit worried but once I got there and we had fucked a couple of times he was very happy the rest of the time

Lena 9:34 AM

Can you describe the ride back from the airport when you arrived? When he told you to blow him in the car.

I'm trying to imagine recreating that conversation...

Hayley 9:36 AM

So we were doing the small talk thing till we got on the highway. he was asking me about my flight etc. I had been glancing over that way and he said 'I know you've been aching to blow me, let's see how good you are, right now'. so I leaned over and took it out and yeah

Lena 9:36 AM

Wow, cool!

And did he wake you up in the middle of the night to fuck you, or let you sleep?

Hayley 9:37 AM

he fucked me a couple of times while i was sleeping, and a couple other times he woke me up first

Lena 9:38 AM

He must have loved that.

You did to, I imagine.

Hayley 9:38 AM

omg yes

he said 'you understand i will take you anytime and anywhere i want'

and he did

Lena 9:38 AM

And you said...

Hayley 9:38 AM

'yes i do'

Lena 9:39 AM

Was he surprised at how into it you were? Were you surprised at how into it you were?

Hayley 9:39 AM

he did seem surprised

and I guess I was a bit too

Lena 9:40 AM

Did he know this was your first escorting job?

Hayley 9:41 AM

he knew I had been paid for sex before. I didn't tell him that I'd never done anything quite like this, I was worried he'd be disappointed if he knew that

Lena 9:41 AM

I think he would have been thrilled to be your first.

Have any of his friends reached out to you yet?

Hayley 9:44 AM

not yet

except to follow me

Lena 9:45 AM

That's a start

Hayley 9:45 AM

they were surprised i was american

Lena 9:45 AM

Really? I wonder why.

You look American to me, what I've seen of you.

Hayley 9:45 AM

i think most of the high end girls they see are eastern european

Lena 9:46 AM

Oh, right. Cheaper flights.

Hayley 9:46 AM

i think i mis spoke

Lena 9:46 AM

How?

Hayley 9:46 AM

like once they saw me and heard me they knew i was american. they just didnt expect him to have flown an american girl all the way there. they were impressed

Lena 9:46 AM

Got it.

Yeah, I would think you'd get some interest just on that alone.

Hayley 9:47 AM

and i think they had expectations that american girls were all attitude and spoiled and all this stuff

Lena 9:47 AM

And think about how he's bragging on what a fantastic whore you were to all of his friends now that you're gone.

Hayley 9:47 AM

for sure

Lena 9:47 AM

Singing your sexual praises.

So, you're going to quit your waitressing job, right?

Hayley 9:49 AM

i told my boss that i was probably going to be taking a lot more time off and maybe not working there much longer

Lena 9:49 AM

Wow, you're on it!

Hayley 9:49 AM

but i didnt tell her why

Lena 9:49 AM

No, of course not.

Have you talked to your roommates yet?

Hayley 9:51 AM

not much, waiting for them all to be here later today so I can tell them and show them my new clothes and shoes and jewelry :)

Lena 9:51 AM

Jewelry too? So cool! What kind?

They are going to be so jealous!

Hayley 9:52 AM

gold hoops, bracelets, a pretty diamond necklace

Lena 9:52 AM

Very nice. You did good!

Hayley 9:52 AM

i did!!!

Lena 9:53 AM

I am so happy for you. If you need to take a break now, I will totally understand

But I've been on pins and needles waiting to hear from you so I could keep chatting...

Hayley 9:53 AM

i had no time to chat while i was there really

i barely had time t check in w the ppl i said i would

Lena 9:54 AM

Yeah, I didn't think you would.

Did you check in with Anna every day?

Hayley 9:56 AM

yes

just a quick 'hey everything's still good'

Lena 9:56 AM

Cool.

Hayley 9:56 AM

he told me beforehand he wasn't gonna share me, and he didn't

Lena 9:57 AM

How did you feel about that?

Hayley 9:58 AM

i was happy about that just cos you just dont know what other guys might try to do. i got a good sense from him on our video calls

Lena 9:58 AM

That makes a lot of sense.

Did you ever have a moment when you surprised him? Like, he didn't think you'd do something he wanted you to do but you did it, no problem and he was like, "Wow, she's quite the whore!"

Hayley 9:59 AM

I did. I think he didn't expect how eager I was gonna be

like i really was only ever thinking about how i was going to please him and make him look good

and i think he was surprised that he didnt wear me out more than he did

Lena 10:01 AM

Did you ever tell him about your window experiences?

Hayley 10:01 AM

yes I did

not in all the detail that I told you

Lena 10:02 AM

That's what I thought. I guessed that was part of the attraction for him, that you were a high-volume whore! lol

Ninety guys in four days! How could he think he could wear you out! lol

Hayley 10:03 AM

it was part of the attraction but also part of the worry that i might not be used to one guy for five days

Lena 10:04 AM

Yeah, I was worried about that, too. It could have been a disaster if he was a total jerk or something.

Hayley 10:04 AM

it could have been. he had a few moments where he was a bit overly arrogant but nothing i wasnt ok with

Lena 10:05 AM

Arrogance can be attractive.

Just not too much, please.

Hayley 10:05 AM

yeah

Lena 10:05 AM

Did he have a sense of humor?

Hayley 10:05 AM

yes

he has a great personality

Lena  10:06 AM

Any idea why he isn't with someone?

Hayley 10:06 AM

by choice

he loves his lifestyle

Lena 10:07 AM

How often does he see prostitutes?

Hayley 10:07 AM

fairly often

but i was the first american one

Lena 10:08 AM

So, he's a connoisseur and you impressed him. So cool!

Hayley 10:08 AM

Yeah I guess so!!

Lena 10:08 AM

You should be so proud of yourself!

Hayley 10:08 AM

I am!!! thank you Lena

Lena 10:09 AM

My pleasure. I cannot tell you how fun this is for me.

I'm so happy for you.

And more than a little jealous, ngl.

So, to wrap up

I'm going to write a summary of the second book. Lay out each day before I write it. I'll email it to you in the next few days.

And if you would take a look and make suggestions or corrections, that would be so helpful to me.

I want to get your story as accurately as I can.

Hayley 10:11 AM

of course!

Lena 10:12 AM

Thank you so much, Hayley.

Hayley 10:12 AM

i sent you a pic of him didnt I?

Lena 10:12 AM

You sent a pic of his body, yes.

He's good-looking, right?

Hayley 10:12 AM

okay good so you saw how good looking and strong he is

Lena 10:13 AM

Yes. So jealous! lol

Hayley 10:13 AM

like he could pick me up w one hand

Lena 10:14 AM

If you're going to be paid a small fortune to fuck someone, he's a good one to have to fuck.

Hayley 10:14 AM

omg yes

okay am heading off for now but send me any other questions you have and ill try to answer

Lena 10:14 AM

Thanks again!


Email from Lena to Hayley: 

These are the first three chapters so you can see if I'm getting it close to what you experienced. 

Thanks again! 

Email from Hayley to Lena: 

Wow, yes!!! It's perfect so far :) 

Email from Lena to Hayley: 

Attached is the latest draft of the book, including 3 more chapters. Let me know what you think. 

Email from Hayley to Lena: 

wow it is perfect so far!!! I will read it again to make sure you didn't miss anything important :) 

Email from Lena to Hayley: 

So, I just have a couple of questions for the rest of Book 2: 

●      When you sucked Mike under the table, was anyone there with you (his friends) and if not, do you mind if I put them there in the book? I think it would be really hot! lol 

●      Was there anything that happened the last three days that I can use to differentiate them, or should I lump them together like I did with your window days? 

Thanks again! 

Email from Hayley to Lena: 

Yes his friends were there and it should be fine to put them there!!! 

I shared everything that was important, I think, so if you lump them together should be okay, I flew home early Friday morning. 

Thanks! 

Email from Lena to Hayley: 

So, I haven’t heard much from you the past few weeks and I totally get that. You’re busy and getting back to your normal life after two amazing adventures. Or you’re tired of talking to me and that’s understandable, too. You’ve been incredibly generous with your time over the past few months and words can’t express how much I appreciate that. And you. 

That said, let me know if you’re interested in continuing our conversations going forward or if this is the point at which you want to end them. I’m fine either way. Obviously, I’d love to hear from you once in a while to see how you’re doing. I think you are an amazing girl, Hayley, and I wish you all the best in whatever you decide to do. 

Best, 

Lena 

PS: Let me know what you think of my Book 2 first draft. 

Lena 2:11 PM 

I finished Book 2 and emailed the file to you. Let me know what you think and what you want to do going forward. 

Oct 20 

Hayley 2:06 PM 

I will look at it soon!! Thank you ☺️ 

Oct 26 

Lena 3:30 PM 

I have to submit the final manuscript on Tuesday so if you want to add anything to the end, let me know before then. Otherwise, I'll add a short addendum of my own and send it in. 

Oct 27 

Hayley 11:55 AM 

Sorry just saw this, let me look again and let you know! Last time I looked, it looked great 

Hayley 12:01 PM 

☺️ 

Hayley 12:28 PM 

It all looks great!! 

Lena 12:39 PM 

Thanks! 

Hayley 12:45 PM 

Thank you ☺️ 

(Authors Note) 

As you can see, Hayley never really answered my question about continuing our conversations. Or perhaps she did, in her own way. In any event, I will end the series here, for now. If I hear from Hayley again about her continuing adventures in whoring, I will happily continue this series, but for now, this will be it. Thanks for reading. 


And thank you, Hayley! It’s been so much fun telling your incredible story! ! 


Click here to leave a review of

Window Girl (Part 2)
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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